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letters than Thackeray* Sam Weller is surely a creation
like nothing of Thackeray's unless perhaps Becky Sharp.
And yet Thackeray is ten times his superior as a writer.
Always sober, human, musical, and rhythmical, and
always in good taste. It is like Shakespeare and his con-
temporaries—to compare small things with great—Shake-
speare who writes execrable things^ like Dickens, which a
hundred lesser men would have known how to avoid—but
wipes them out by giving us Falstaff—or Ophelia!
To Ret/. F. G. and Mrs. Ellcrton l
The Chantry >
Ross,
Herefordshire
August 30, 1900
my dear fbank and serena,
It can only be one word—and you will not wish for
more!
You will just be receiving my long letter about so many
things—all now so unimportant, I hope it will not by any
false note add to your grief,
It came, I needn't say, as a terrible shock to us this
morning. My poor little only godchild who looked so well
a fortnight ago and so quietly and wistfully interested in
the world that seemed to lie before her: and now it is all
over, as far as we can w, though, thank God, there is
much more than sight to give us mysterious hopes for that
little living personality, that we had hardly had time to
realize as a personality!
God help you bothl I have myself known no great
sorrow since my mother's death, and can tell so little of
your feelings* But I think I can tell something—the blank-
ness of your grief, the mystery of the unexplained little
life, to which, as to so much else in our world* only faith,
not any knowledge or experience that we can attain to, can
* Tfcis letter refer* to the death of Mr, and Mr*. EHerton't baby girl.
Beryl, who was John's godchild.

